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Fun Week by Week. 


By tue Parry on THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Went off early to that delightful little nook among 
the everlasting hills where Mr. Ruskin rests from his labours and 
drinks in nature’s beauties morning, and noon, and night. Stood 
at a respectful distance and whispered a pleased ‘‘ Hooray!” and 
‘“‘many happy returns of the day ’’—for the veteran author counts 
four-score to-day—and retired softly, while several of the great and 
good signed and presented a congratulatory memorial. 


THE AGED NEST-OR 


Though all the world may be a stage, 
And all wear sock and buskin ; 
Few wear (at eighty years of age) 
So well as Mr. Ruskin; 
A verdict for a happy rest 
(Now work is done) comes from the jury— 
Long may he occupy his nest— 
His—shall I call it ?—rus in rure ! 


Had a few moments at Mrs. Spurgeon’s ‘‘ At Home.” Congratulated 
everybody on things in general (had a busy time!) Took a nap in 
the afternoon, and dined with Lord Aberdeen and the Canada Club 
in the evening. 


Thursday.—Thought I’d go across to the Soudan and find out 
“the rights’ of the chase of the Khalifa. ‘‘ Has Kitchener kaught 
the Khalifa?” I said. I took ‘“‘No” for an answer, because that 
was the only answer on hand. It appears the catching is to be done 
some other time. The water supply was deficient, which was the 
reason for throwing cold water on the project for the moment. It 
is thought wells may be more available presently, and all’s well that 
ends (with a) well. Spent the afternoon at the Continental Gallery 
with Veber’s caricatures of the Kaiser’s visit to the Holy Land; clever 
and a bit acid, but neither clever enough nor acid enough to call for 
the suppression (in Germany) meted out to them by the victim, 
seems to Me, 


Friday.—Went dnd looked at the caged birds at the Crystal 
Palace, and had a long and interesting conversation with a parrot. 
Found it quite as intellectual and a deal more entertaining than 
the average conversation of human beings. (There’s a bit of satire 
for you!) Went over to see what they would do with the Dreyfus 
Bill in the French Lower House. Actually passed it! What larks 
they are having! All but Dreyfus, poor shin ! Took the taste of 
this sorry thing out of my mouth with Mr. Robb Harwood’s 
capital entertainment at the Grosvenor Hospital for women and 





children, under the patronage of Princess Louise. Lovely spring— 
not to say summer—day we had to-day. 


NOT ALL BAD, 


The British weather often calls 
For mild vituperation, 
It’s conduct, now and then, appals 
And rouses indignation. 
But here to-day I have the sun 
To warm my ancient gizzard, 
This British day suits me, for one— 
New York has got a blizzard! 


Saturday.—Different weather to-day,though! Rattling, rousing, 
roaring storms everywhere, chimney-pots falling, roofs ge off ; 
omnibuses turned into balloons, and trains turned into rivers; 
floods, fury, and founderings on as: hand! Had to go over and 
help the Duke of Connaught lay the foundation stone of the Mill 
Dam—nice and quiet over there, but had to come back at once to 
look at Mr. Goodwin's water colours at Dowdeswell’s, the 
Dudley Gallery show, Miss Thornycroft’s water-colour “ at home,” 
and Conan Doyle’s at Toynbee Hall. Rode about all 
night in the “ all-night trams" of South London, just inaugurated, 


Monday.—Took Mr. Rhodes into Cairo yesterday, but came back 
to-day. More howling storms and destruction! What are we 
coming to, or where are we going to? Went to the theatre—Prince 
of Wales’s—howling storm there also —in the gallery. Injudicious 
manager, self-sufficient howlers, natural result—purposeless row and 
trotting out of our old friend the “ organised opposition.” 


Tuesday.—Took Her Most Gracious carefully down to Windsor, 
and then went over to Egypt and saw the Duke and Duchess of 
Connaught comfortably into Wady Halfa, on their way to Atbara 
and Omdurman. After doing that rushed off to Dorking to see 
the annual attempt to play football in the streets under the 
active objection of the police. Good-humoured struggle, Rather 


funny. 
, GAOL OR GOAIg 


At Dorking on Pancake Day 

The po cheerfully meets 
And larkily tries to play 

A of football in the streets ; 
And likewise the powers that be 

Endeavour to stifle the same— 


It’s awfully funny to see 
The bobbies part in the game! 


Tue Srorren. 

















Norice,— The Editor a will not be answerable for any contribut ions, artistic or literary, 8 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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SALE BY | 
AUCTION fH] 





‘“ Hanpsome Brock or ' WEAKLY’ FLats”’ TO BE DISPOSED OF. 


Mr. Cupid (auctioneer).—" Now, ladies, this is an exceptional opportunity, etc., etc. What shall we say for flat No. 1?” 


The Disconsolate Damsel. 


A DITTY OF DAME DURDEN UP-TO-DATE. 


Nrxe years ago and nine times nine, 

Upon the morn of Valentine, 

The good Dame Durden’s watchful eyne, 
With all their keenness, failed 

" To spy an entertainment small 

With which her servants, one and all— 

By naughty Cupid held in thrall— 
Their merry hearts regaled. 


For Love at lynx-eyes laughs. And when 
The matron’s back was turned, oh, then 
Pray how d'ye think those maids and men 

The amorous saint did greet ? 
Round female necks male “ oxters " went, 
And rough and hirsute chins were blent 
With smooth—a very tournament 

Of kisses warm and sweet ! 


Now, since that morning, who can say 
How oft old Fill-dyke’s fourteenth day 


lias seen that realistic play 








But, in this current "Ninety-nine, 

I sing the sad, lugubrious whine 

Which one of sour Dame Durden’s fine 
Young serving-maidens made! 


From governess to ’tweeney-gal, 
From stable-boy to seneschal, 
The others all all-hailed Saint Val., 
As bidden by Inclination 
And Custom. Buta “ feast-day,” which 
This year did on the Saint's day pitch, 
Caused one fair miss to miss the rich 
Repast of osculation! 


Poor cook alone was held apart 
From kissing blisses: and her heart 
(As yours would, ladies!) with a smart 
Of disappointment rank aches. 
For, ‘neath Dame Durden’s hawk-like e'e 
(Bereft of every chance to flee), 
Through all the Love-Saint’s morning she 
Was kept . ° PREPARING 1 
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Women Tea Smokers. 


[* According to a West End physician, 
quoted in Mr. C. J. 8. Thompson’s book 
on ‘Poison Romanceand Poison Mystery,’ 
the crazeamong women for smoking green 
tea in the form of cigarettes is spreading, 
and not a few of its votaries are women 
of high education and mental attain- 
ments.”— Vide Morning Paper.) 


Woman! how can you be so green 

For you will find it is no joke 
To put such cig. your lips between, 

In truth, it will not “end in smoke ”— 
Your nerves it surely will destroy ; 

Best patronise the ‘‘ A. B. C.,” 
Than rob your life of all its joy 

By smoking the most hurtful T(ea) ! 
If you must smoke, the ‘‘ fragant weed ” 

Is what your sweet lips should entice, 
It wants no ‘‘ puffing,”’ for, indeed, 

Just puff it and you’ll find it’s nice! 
So shun the tea-filled cigarette, 

As poison of the direst kind, 
Believe me, you will ne’er regret 

Not ruining body and mind! 











“ Sing a Song of Sixpence,” 


[* The session may be said to have got 
into its stride, for, amongst other things, 
Dr. Tanner arrive d.— Vide Press.] 


SING a song of sixpence, 

“Tanner ”’ meets the eye, 

And no end of members glance at 
him, and sigh. 

Now the House is opened, 

As sure as anything, 

He'll ‘‘ bob ” up serenely, 

And have his silly “ fling ”’ { 





Young ) Wife.—“ And you are sure you have a character?’ 
“Oh, ng ar ; I've got acharacter.” (She had.) 
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Newfoundland Jack and Jean Crapaud. 


~ (The French Government then, for the first time, set up an 
entirely new contention—that lobsters were fish,—‘‘ The Bri ish 


Empire,” by Sir CHaRLEs DILKE.] 


’T1s a tale was told to me 
Of an island in the sea, 


That by bargain duly made 

Was to Johnnie Bull conveyed, 
To have and hold in fee; 

But he said to Jean Crapaud 

In his kind good-natured way 3 
‘“‘'You have fished here many a day 
And you needn’t pack and go ; 
Newfoundland Jack, my son, 
Can spare a strip of shore 

For your fishing as before; 

I'll see that this is done.” 

With effusion bubbling o’er, 
Hand and heart and bowing low : 
‘“* You’re most kind,” said Jean Crapaud. 
Now it chanced that year by year 
There were fewer fish to net, 
And Jean in anxious fear 

Began to fuss and fret ; 

But at last with subtle wit 

On this notion bright he hit: 

‘* Whate’er imsea is caught 

Is essentially piscine, 

So I know by logic taught 

That the lobster, bred in brine, 
Is within the purview brought 

Of these fishing rights of mine.” 
Newfoundland Jack said ‘‘ Pish! 
A lobster’s not a fish,” 

But Jean replied ‘* You’re wrong, 
He’s undoubtedly poisson, 

And though without a fin 


A iovely fish to tin 








Un vrai poisson tres beau,” 
Said little Jean Crapaud. 

Poor Jack of Newfoundland 
Was slow to understand; 

It seemed so very odd 

If a lobster was a cod, 

And ’twas maddening to see 
Jean beside himself with glee, 
Hard at work the lobsters thinning, 
Busy catching, an tinning ; 
So, in hope to ease his care, 
Jack sought John Bull his pére, 
And was eloquent upon 

Jean Crapaud’s goings on, 

But was fain to rend his hair, 
And—just the least—to swear 
When, with deprecating smile, 
Bland Johnnie made reply, 

‘* Have patience for a while, 

I'll help you—by-and-bye; 
When we've seen how matters go, 
I will talk to Jean Crapaud.” 

So the knot remains untied, 
And the trouble’s Isft to slide ; 
And poor Newfoundland Jack 
Has his piscato t 

Still saddled on his back 

As a burden and a pest, 

Like = a — of marsh 

W a0 with tightly gripping knee 
Rode Sindbad as a hack. 

The end we can foretell, 

For we ken friend Crapaud well, 
Give an inch he claims an ell; 
As inducement to forego 

What he ne’er had right to take, 
He’ll demand a quid quo, 
Just for peace and quiet’s sake ; 
And he’ll get it, too, we know, 
It’s the way of Jean Crapaud? 
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MERRY CAMBERWELL VESTRY 


Preparing for the Peace 
Conference. 


Fox 
harpen those tusks, 
harpened enough { 


) 


W hich are mire ady 


Why prepare for the fray 
On this peacemaking day ? 
On the Bear such suspicion is rough ! 
Do you doubt his intentions are good ? 
I) 1 think his proposals are mad ? 
Oh, whatever you do, 
bec his Conference through 


' 


To suspect him of evil is sad ! 
For such war-making haste 
Is in horrible taste, 
And makes me feel sad, very sad ! 
Boar: — 
My dear boy, I have not the least doubt 
That my friend the big Muscovite Bear, 
Simply wishes me well, 
Sut you never can tell 
If his kindly intentions will wear ! 
And, I think, if you're anxious for Peace, 


And the kernels of things not the 
h Am? 
The best thing you can do 
Is, between me and \ 
Just te puta shar] ige t yourt ks! 
es ‘d take a y lease 


™~ bed 
“ 


lay lamb, 
] et the iI f I re I . I ( m 
mence 
d ir tus} never dream of attack, 
Take things ea and all’s for th: 


} 
r 


For my friend the big Bear 
lias been heard to declare, 
That he means to let war have a rest. 
So all carnage must cease, 
For he's death upon Peace 
And hk let war have a rest. 


means to 


Boar :— 


H'm, I fancy that game wouldn't pay— 
® . . wd 
I'm no aes, as by this time you know— 
Shed my tusks? 'Pon my word, 
The idea's too absurd; 
No, a tusk or two extra I'll grow. 
T - . ‘ ful I ’ folle ar a] 
, it pea ae & © | h Albia’ armes , 
For I fear there is something beneath 
The fair words of your friend, 
So to watch I int 
1 to keep a sharp edge on my teeth 


a 





= 


’ 
’ 





iat " 
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Fox :— 


I am shocked, I am grievously shocked, 
Such detestable language to hear 
With my friend the big Bear 
It is all fair and square— 
And there is really nothing to fear. 
For the Bear says the thing that he 
means, 
He'll not dream of again making war ; 
He has made up his mind 
To leave warfare behind, 
And he'll never bite you any more. 
And, in fact, I have heard 
He has given his word, 
And he cannot well give any more ! 


BoaR:— 


Well, believe him or not as you like, 
For some animals Bears have acharm ; 
Though their talk may be fine, 
I must really decline 
At the dictate of Bears to disarm. 
‘* Peace Conference "’ sounds very nice, 
But I fear there is something behind. 
There is war in the air, 
So for war I prepare, 
Though I’m sorry youthink me unkind; 
For there may be a row, 
And I think, anyhow, 
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A Merry Company, or “Fun” Unlimited. 


| Iw these days of dubious promotions, liquidations, malversations, 
| allegations, and other spantling sensations, it is pleasant to note 
| that “Fox Unlimited” is going as well as ever. The annual 
meeting was held at offices of the company on Tuesday 

, Mr. Fun in the chair, when the usual dividend of ten thousand 
cent., payable in health and es a was duly declared; and 
ie was doctded to continue the weekly issue of hundreds of thousands 
of shares, at one penny per share. The shareholders congratulated 


| the chairman, and the chairman congratulated the shareholders, 


and the shareholders congratulated one another. Wit, Art, and 
Humour were again elected directors; and the proceedings closed 
with “‘ Auld Lang Syne” by the whole strength of the company. 
A very condensed report of the meeting will be found below :— 


Mr. Fs, on rising to sing the report, was greeted with loud and 
rolonged cheers, the vast audience rising and singing, ‘‘ He’s a 
olly Good Fellow,” and ‘See, the Conquering Hero Comes,” and 

other congratulatory ditties. When the jovial tumult had subsided, 
Foun stepped gracefully forward and sang the report in his usual 
inimitable manner, the assembled shareholders joining in the chorus 


with great gusto. 
THE REPORT. 
“Pox ":— 
Friends and countrymen, I’m happy 
To report we’re just as “‘ snappy ” 
And successful as we ever were of yore, 
And the laughs that we've created— 
Well, they are not underrated 
If we put them at a milliard or more. 
The troubles we have scattered 
And the worries we have shattered 
With our humour and our reason and our rhyme— 
Well, the auditor has stated 
That they can’t be calculated— 
We've been simply doing wonders all the time. 


Cuorvs :— 
This has justified our cheering, 
For it’s cheering to be hearing 
We've been simply doing wonders all the time. 
“Fux” ;— 
We've a growing circulation 
That will some day whip creation ; 
We've the knack of being always up-to-date— 
So we're always bringing pleasure, . 
Aye, in overflowing measure 
To the cottage and the palace of the great. 
Our political recorder 
i the Government in order, 
hile our Satirist is flagellating crime— 
To do good our little game is, 
And no matter what our aim is, 
We are pretty sure to get there every time! 


Cuorvs ;— 
This is very gratifying ; 
And there can be no denying 
That we're pretty sure to get there every time! 
“Fox” :— 
With my worthy co-directors, 
Many grim and grisly spectres 
1 have frightened from the glimpses of the moon; 
We have settled “ strikes ’’ erratic ; 
Laughed at follies Diplomatic ; 
With the music of the spheres we've kept in tune. 
Through the dog-days, nearly broiling, 
We have kept the pot a boiling, 
We've survived the shifting weather of this clime— 
Spite of obstacles uncounted, 
o our present height we've mounted, 
And we've kept you very merry all the time! 


CHorvs :— 
This is really as it should be, 
As we always thought it would be; 
And we have been very merry all the time! 


As the last note of the report died away, the air was rent with 
yells oe and loud cries of “‘ Hornpipe!’ This dance being 
an ann nstitution, Fun immediately complied with the request. 
From the applause which greeted his Terpsichorean efforts, we 

ther that a self-respecting company has an objection to taking its 

usiness sadly,and we should strongly advise the chairmen of al! 
ranks to take dancing lessons ; 


The hornpipe being over, Mr. John Bull, as the largest share- 
holder, moved a vote of thanks, of the most moving description. 
“ As long as I have a penny left,” exclaimed this stalwart speculator, 
“T shall plank it down on Tuesday for a sbare in this admirable 
company. This company, gentlemen, is a going concern, it has 
more “ go” in it, gentlemen, that all the other concerns put together. 
1 give you, gentlemen, “Fun; may his brightness never grow 
less!” 

The vote of thanks was seconded by Mr. Sandy, and thirded by 
Mr. Patrick, and carried unanimously. The meeting then adjourned, 
in admired disorder, and drifted slowly but surely in the direction 
of the Fleet Street hostelries, where things in general were dis- 
cussed till a very late hour. Needless to say, although Bull 
managed to put in a word from time to time, the matters discussed 
were as usual ‘‘ Scotch” and “ Irish.” 

We are requested to inform our readers that, in spite of the 
enormous demands for shares in “ Unlimited Fun,” and notwith- 
standing rumours to the contrary, the shares will still be sold at 
par. Owing to the rush, however, intending purchasers should get 
up very early on Tuesday to make sure of their script. 

















Waftings from the Wings. 


WE congratulate Mr. Martin Harvey upon the success of his 
production at the Lyceum Theatre last Thursday. Charles Dickens’ 
beautiful story, ‘‘ A Tale of Two Cities,” has been adapted by Mr. 
Freeman Wills to the dimensions of the stage very cleverly, and 
the caste did all that skill and perfect acting could accomplish. As 
Sydney Carton, Mr. Martin Harvey was a most realistic impersona- 
tion; the character seemed to fit his peculiar temperament. The 
prologue, which treats of the time of 1774, when the arrogance of the 
French aristocracy was at its zenith, was aculmination of dramatic 
power. The play, current of the time 1793, during the French Revolu- 
tion, was a series of pictures, each excellent and perfect in itself. The 
Revolutionary Tribunal at Paris almost made one think that it was 
the Tribunal of to-day, soimpressive was the realism of this scene. 
The last scene but one, the Hall of the Conciergerie, was horrifying. 
There were the aristocratic victims awaiting their turn for the guillo- 
tine; the various phases of fear, bravado, and indifference of each victim 
made an indelible impression upon the audience. Mr. Fred Everill 
and Miss Grace Warner severally fufilled the parts of Dr. Manette 
and Lucie Manette with consummate skill. The Charles Darnay 
of Mr. Herbeth Sleath was manly and refined. Mr. Holbrook Blinn 
as Ernest Defarge was a study. Mr. J. G. Taylor played the part of 
the good-natured, stupid, and opinionated Mr. Lorry, and 
Sam Johnson was very amusing as Mr. Stryver. The Mimi of 
Miss de Silva, doubtlessly, was a true impersonation of the part, 
although somewhat beyond one’s ordinary comprehension of a 
woman who, swayed by ardent affection, even goes hand in hand with 
the man she loves to a common death. This romantic play will 
form a general topic of discussion and attract large audiences. It 
deserves an ample recognition 


Poor France is additionally embarrassed by the sudden and unex- 
pected death of the President, Ferdinand Felix Faure, who was 
evidently the man for the position. The nation is passing through 
@ great crisis, Justice will not be smothered, as the Dreyfus case is 
proving. 


MapameE TussauD AND Sons are ever instrumental in bringing 
before the public the latest topical event, and the recent death of 
Earl Poulett has afforded a sufficient instance for the display of 
these famous exhibitors’ ceaseless energy. A lifelike representation 
of the Claimant to this peerage, together with his original piano- 
organ, is now to be seen at the Marylebone Museum of Waxwork 
Models. One almost expects the figure to speak, so great is the 
resemblance to ‘‘ Viscount Hinton,” whom so many of us have 
known grinding this identical organ about the metropolitan streets. 
The English public is ever sympathetic with the oppressed and 
unfortunate, and this model cannot fail to awaken something 
more than ordinary interest in the course of this Claimant’s pro- 
cedure in establishing his claim to the Poulett title and estates. 
Whether he will pull it off or not I cannot say, or give any hint on 
the case. One thing I can say—that Mr. John Tussaud is a 
cunning modeller and a jolly good fellow, 


INTERNATIONAL Cuess TovuRNAMENT, Lonpon, 1899.—The 
committee have made arrangements to hold the tournament in 
the St. Stephen’s Great Hall, adjoining the Royal Aquarium. 
Play will commence on the 30th of May. It is proposed to hold 
two tournaments—the first a double round tournament limited to 
about 16 players, which it is hoped will include all the finest players 
in the world, and secondly a single round tournament of 20 or 
more players not competing in the double round tournament. The 
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towards this promises have been received ‘by the committee of | Mr. Hooley Buys Sheep. 


about £1,000. The joint honorary secretaries of the tournament 


secretary of the City of 


are Mr. Junius L. Cope, honorary secretary of the British Chess | purchased 598 sheep. } 
| 


Club, and Mr. J. W. Russell, nang tig 
to the 


London Chess Club. Subscriptions 


prize fund may be sent 
to them at the British Chess Club, 5, Whitehall Court, S.W. 


« Whitaker's Naval and Military Directory and Indian Army 
List” is undoubtedly an improvement. 
arranged, and consequently any name can be immediately referred 
to. This arrangement is convenient and supersedes the depart- 
mental system of other directories, in which, if you do not happen 


It is alphabetically Sarees —————— : 
| Mr. Chamberlain’s Recovery. 
[When Mr. Chamberlain entered the House, he was cheered after 


As his affairs appear of late 

To be in a ram-shackle state, 
One would have thought, though he is tough, 
That he would feel sheepish enough ! 


(Mr. E. T. Hooley attended Norwich cattle market recently and 











to know, as 99 people out of 100 do not, in what division or district his recovery from the recent attack of gout.) 


any member of the service is placed or located, you must search 
through that particular volume until you can findit. In Whitaker's 
Directory you can find a name instantly. The price is 5s.—another 


recommendation. 


Anderson’s boot polish is marvellous for furbishing up one’s 
boots; a polish equal to patent leather is the result. No brushes 
are required, except to clean the mud off before applying the liquid. 


To be thus kindly hailed when he appeared again ; 
And Mr. Fun would beg to deny in to(e)-to(e) 
That he does not rejoice in his freedom from woe! 


No doubt that he was cheered, after suff'ring much pain, 








- Sir T. Lipton’s Yacht. 





The latter is applied with a bit of sponge fixed to the cork of the steam yacht Acgusa, 1,230 tons and 25,000 h-p.] 


bottle, very thinly, and the heat of the fire, or the summer, pro- 
duces a glossy, lustrous surface. It is wonderful stuff, and capital 
for taking with you on holidays, when there is always a difficulty in 


getting a pair of boots blacked. 


Cycling Struggles. 

Now, ’twas early in the morning 

That I started boldly on my steed ; 

You might career the livelong day, 

Yet have no thought about its feed. 

Tis true that after frolicking 

With a ‘‘ Warrior”’ and “ Divine,” 

It wants a little polishing, 

Either by your deft hand or mine. 

Now, our Bishop went his own pace, 

He neither looked to right nor left, 

But seemed steady as a gatepost, 

Of perfect calm was not bereft. 

An attendant ran beside him, 

Whom in a panic he might clutch ; 

If his steed became unsteady, 

He had a friendly hand in touch. 

A fair lady came behind them, 

Who looked both charming and demure, 

She was attracted to the Bishop, 

Who had no wish then to allure. 

For he hoped she’d keep her distance 

That no engagement might take place ; 

Unless they came to Mother Earth, 

Where then, perhaps, they might embrace. 

Then, now comes forth the ‘“‘ General ” 

And well set up, as on parade, 

But his steed became unruly, 

So, some one flew, to give him aid. 

Now ’twas captured in a corner, 

Thus to prevent some further hitch, 

For his steed might bolt without him, 

And thereby land him in some ditch. 

After wild and frantic efforts, 

He left the “‘ Bishop ”’ in the lurch ; 

By a near shave he saved collapse, 

Both to the ‘‘ Army ” and the ‘‘ Church,” 

After superhuman struggles, 

He careered safely now around, 

And then turn’d his footsteps homewards, 

Now all beholders to astound. 

For in this terrific contest, 

He came off equal to our best. 

“The bands struck up, with fifes ‘and 

drums,” 

“‘ See, the Conquering Hero Comes.”’ 

J. H. O. 
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A Prodigy. 


At football his skill was unique, 

But his spelling was terribly wique ; 
He did not know how 

_ Tospell “cat” or ‘‘cow,” 

So hejoined Barnum’s show asa frique. 


He ‘“ knows all the ropes,” it is easy to tell, 
His business is ‘‘ ship-shape,” by industry got, 
So here is good luck to both him and his yacht! 
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(It is reported that Sir T. Lipton has purchased for £80,000 the 


THe ‘ocean of life’’ he has traversed right well, 
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Ethel.—“ I don’t think Johnnie can be fond of fruit, Miss Trainem.” 


‘‘ Why not, my dear?” * 
“ Because he said the other day he didn’t care a fig for you. 
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A PENNY FOR EACH. 
‘Out o’ temper, Bill? Wot’s up?” 
** Woy, I telled ther female at the ‘ouse yonder as I 'ad six starvin’ chil’en, and she 


only gi’ meatanner. There’s generosity for yer!" 














Fesrvuary 21, — 


“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. ‘ Fon’s”’ WaSHERWOMAN. 


Now-a-pays, the great thing is not to 
be left behind, an’ I s’pose the March 
winds are of this opinyun, for, deter- 
mined to be in time, they seems to ’ave 
come in February. But wot we’ve’ad is 
nothink to wot they’ve had over in 
Ameriky; they’ve ’ad a great gizzard 
[? “ Blizzard.”—Ed., Fun], an’ it’s done 
orful damage to lifean’ property. Every- 
think seems on a great scale in Ameriky; 
some of the stories coming from there 
are ’xstrordinary ‘“ tall.” 

At the time of ritin’, there seems a 
doubt wether the bits of a balloon, an’ 
three bodies, wot is sed to ’ave been found 
in some outlandish part of Siberia, are 
those of Herr Andrée an’ ’is companyuns, 
Wether or no, I’m afraid the pore fellers 
are done for; someone calls it “a 
splendid death in the cause of skyence 
(very much ‘sky!’) and humanity.” 
"Ang skyence! Blow humanity! I ses. 
Wen I die let me die on terror firmer, 
an’ be buried under it. ‘I’ve loved the 
turf wen alive, let it embrace me wen 
dead,’’ as the jockey sed. 

I've ’eard of ‘rooks” ‘plucking a 
pigeon,’”’ but I never before ’eard of 
rooks attackin’ a man. But this 
‘appened to a fisherman at Nancy, in 
France ; a flight of rooks eat ’is fish, an’ 
then set on ’im, severely peckin’ ’im, an’ 
proberly disfigurin’ ’im for life. 

The Irish party is livin’ in ’opes of 
being re-united. I’m afraid there ain’t 
any stick-fast glue on the market strong 
enough for the puppose, 

It don’t seem right that the Danish 
authorities ‘ave fined some English 
trawlers ’cause they was obliged to put 
into one of their ports through stress of 
weather. ‘Any port in astorm,” all the 
world over. ‘ This wants lookin’ into,” 
as the pickpocket sed wen ’e sneaked a 
purse. 

That Dreyfus affair makes me fair 
sick. I’m gettin’ reg’lar mixed over it; 
I can’t understand English law, let alone 
French; but they both seem to suffer 
from wot Shakeyspere calls ‘‘the laws 
d——delays.”’ 

I was glad to see that Gunner Hall, 
R.A., and a boy named James Wright ’ave 
been presented with public testimonials 
at Clerkenwell Town Hall for their 
bravery in savin’ several lives from 
poisonin’ by acid fumes in Clerkenwell 
Close some little time back. So they’re 
(H)all (W)right up to now. 





For Breakfast. 





Chocolat Menier 


Sold Retail Everywhere. 


Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 














